182     THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
The moss and the fungus^ the young dead
people and the weeping trees depressed them,
filled them with a nervous melancholy; Stephen
would have given up but for Rosa's insistence.
It was strange for Rosa to give Stephen orders;
she even dared to nag him.
"We must find them, Stephen, we must/*
"We've searched the South Cemetery and the
North Cemetery. St. John's is too early5 the Circu-
lar Road one too late. They're not in the records.
So what?'1
"But there are graves, and stones not mentioned
in the records, I shall die if we can't find anything!1
"It seems as if you'll have to die5 then,*' said
Stephen unsympathetically* He was sick of this
endless searching in the wet and dirt. "They must
have been obliterated or built over if ever they
were here. For all we know none of them died
here/'
"We know Rosabelle died here/'
They were standing in the porch beside the
North Cemetery gate, for the rain had begun
again and was beating down on the path, on the
mournful iron gates, and the road beyond where
the car was waiting* The porch, with its shields
and tablets, was empty except for the gatekeeper
who had long ago ceased to take an interest in
Rosa and Stephen; he came in and out from his
house5 emptying a pot of water, fetching a bundle
of sticks that were drying beside a brazier that
made a fume of charcoal smoke on the damp air.
He came out from his house again and twitched